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Summary:
Ashley and Andrew’s first time does not include any bargaining, coercion or threats. Totally.

Notes:
If you're subscribed to me bcs of Genshin I'm so sorry for exposing you to this... I couldn't help myself.

(See the end of the work for more notes.)

Work Text:
You know he wants it.

He’s so easy to read, your Andrew. Since you were born you’ve literally not spent a single, full day without him. Once, when he was in middle school, you made him convince Mom that he was sick so he could stay home from an overnight field trip to a hunter-gatherer camp his class was going on, despite how much he was looking forward to it. He talked for days about learning to shoot a bow and cook bread on hot rocks. You helped him raise money for it by going door-to-door selling lottery tickets together, and your combined cuteness made it so successful that he sold more tickets than anyone else in his class. Parents couldn’t resist you toddling along behind him, smiling and showing off the gap between your teeth as you demanded they give you money. It was fun until you realized you weren’t allowed to come on the trip.

“Why can’t I come!?” you yelled at him.

“It’s a field trip for my class! Are you in my class, huh!?” he yelled back.

“That’s unfair!” you yelled and then you started crying.

It took a lot of crying and bitching and moaning, but eventually, after several days, he caved to you and faked a cold. You faked one too and spent two glorious days in bed cuddling with him (“He already got me sick so it doesn’t matter!” you happily said to Mom when she cautioned you about sharing a bed. “More like she got me sick,” Andrew had mumbled.)

Anyway. You’ve had a lot of practice in The Art of Reading Andrew. You know the signs of him being into someone because you’ve (regretfully) seen them before. You don’t remember when exactly his feelings for you shifted from kinly, platonic indifference to desire, only that it happened gradually, that it took some experimenting for you to figure him out.

You caught him looking at you getting changed. You’ve always shared a room so you’ve both seen each other semi-naked on a regular basis, and that was exactly what gave him away: he tore his gaze from you too quickly, as though it was no longer a normal thing for him to see.

You know he wants it, but you also know he will never take it himself.

“Fucking hell Ashley, put on a bra!” he would say to you.

“I’m not wearing a fucking bra in my own bedroom,” you said, making a show of tossing your bra in his direction. He dodged it like you had flung a hot coal towards his head. “You might not understand because you’re a stupid, dumb boy, but these things are uncomfortable. Also, why should I wear one while you get to have your nipples out all day if you want to? Hm?”

“Obviously it’s different,” he said, using his foot to kick the bra off the side of his bed. “You’re, well—”

“Blessed with giganormous melons?”

“—a girl! No! What the fuck!? And I never walk around without a shirt!”

“‘cuz you’re embarrassed about your skinny arms.”

“My arms are not that skinny!”

Another time, you pulled at your nipples until they were hard and pokey and super obvious through your shirt while he was out smoking a cigarette on the balcony.

“Brr! Close the door, it’s freezing,” you said, squeezing your arms around yourself to really emphasize your tits. You probably didn’t have to go through all that trouble getting your nipples hard; you were so cold standing in nothing but your shirt and underwear that you were sure your nipples would’ve taken care of themselves.

He looked at you, then quickly away. “Have you tried wearing clothes?” he muttered.

“It’s called being comfortable, fuckass.”

“Go inside before someone else sees you.”

“If someone manages to see me up here then I’ll treat them to the show.”

“Absolutely not!” You laughed at the disgust in his face. “Is that my shirt?” he asked. 

“Maybe... It’s comfy.”

“Why do you have to take all my shirts? I bought that one, like, a week ago!” He seemed to latch on to the opportunity to steer the conversation away from your un-clothedness.

“You want it back?” you asked and immediately began to pull it over your head.

“Not right now, Goddamn! You’re so fucking weird!”

In nothing but your panties you glared at him, hand at your cocked hip and the shirt hanging limply from your finger. 

“You’re the weird one who can’t even make up his mind,” you said. “You don’t have to freak out just because of some boobs. What are you, twelve?”

He pushed you back into the living room and slammed the balcony door in your face, but you counted that evening as a win because when he finally came back inside an hour later he was shivering cold and didn’t protest when you hugged him as you lay together on the couch.

You could tease him endlessly like that, but he almost never teased you back. Too taboo—Andrew gets hung up on those sorts of things. Even now, after you’ve robbed, killed and eaten your own parents, that’s the line in the sand he won’t cross. Too bad for him that you are the equivalent of the inevitable, rising tide.

You know he will never take it for himself, so you force it upon him. 

Being limited to cash has made you return to the shady motel that you don’t even know the name of. Your old room was occupied, but Andrew still made sure to get you a room with two separate beds. You didn’t protest because you knew he’d end up in your bed anyway, and because the beds are so narrow the two of you have to cuddle to fit.

You wake up warm in his arms, his cock hard and pressed to the small of your back. The clock reads five in the morning. You’re not sure why you woke up, but you decide it was probably to finally get this thing over with. You press back against his cock, wigging a bit so it sort of slots between your asscheeks, though with your panties in the way it might as well have been any part of you.

Still, all that rubbing around has woken him up. You hear his breathing shift and his body go tense as he realizes that he’s hard against your ass. He doesn’t know you’re awake and tries to de-tangle himself from you, probably so he can turn his back to you and will his boner away, though sometimes he waddles to the bathroom and presumably jerks off trying not to think about your butt.

This time you don’t give him the chance. You catch his arm as it slips from around your middle, holding him right where he is.

“Good morning, big brother,” you sing-song. “Seems like you had a nice sleep?”

Andrew’s gotten somewhat used to your constant coming on to him by now, so he doesn’t throw a fit. “Lay off,” he mumbles sleepily against your neck. He shifts his pelvis away from you. “Let go of me.”

You don’t. You follow him, shimmying backwards until your butt finds his cock again. 

“Ashley!”

“What?” you ask. He shifts again but you’re reaching the edge of your cramped little bed and he’s trapped unless he wants to end up on the floor.

“Why are you being annoying?” he asks.

You turn around so you are face to face. One hand you lay on his arm. With the other you grab him by the cock.

“ASHLEY!”

Even in the lingering darkness, you can tell that his face is redder than a tomato.

His cock is rigid and warm inside his underwear. You palm it, trying to feel out its shape and size. It’s the one thing of his you’ve rarely got to see because he always hides it from you, especially when it’s hard. But it belongs to you just as much as all the other parts of him do. To hold it in your hand feels like victory, despite his continued protests. If he was truly disgusted he wouldn’t be this hard, wouldn’t let out a pitiful moan when you squeeze him, would’ve fallen off the side of the bed when you lean in close enough that your noses touch.

“Ashley,” he pleads, like you’re holding a gun rather than his cock, “we said we wouldn’t do this.”

“I don’t remember any such promises,” you say gleefully, then shift to a more soothing tone. “It’s okay. It’s just me, Andrew.”

“That’s the problem though, isn’t it?” he whispers. He sounds choked up, like he’s about to cry. His eyes are squeezed shut. You don’t like it. 

“Andrew,” you say, “Andrew, Andrew, Andrew. You need me. You’re so hard.”

You force it upon him because you don't care either way.

You’re a virgin and you’d be happy to die one if he died one too. But he let some other bitch take that from him, and it’s now lost to you forever. You’ll never get it back even if you gut her and shift through her innards. This isn’t the way you intended for things to go, but your brother likes to get his dick wet and you’re not going to let him get friendly with skanks and whores anymore. It’s just him and you now, and you intend to keep it that way.

He wouldn’t agree with your logic so you don’t tell him. Instead you slip your hand under the waistband of his underwear, skim over the coarse hair there until your fingers graze along the warm skin of his cock. You’re taken aback by how smooth and soft it is, how fragile and thin the skin is as you move it over the rigid muscle beneath.

“Andy, I need you.” 

He bites his lips, shaking his head. He still won’t look at you.

You free yourself from his underwear since it’s getting you nowhere. Instead you grab his hand and redirect it from your arm to your panties. You’re not exactly dripping, but damp enough to make it not a lie when you say, “See? I’m so wet for you. Please, Andrew.”

He hesitates when touching you. You’ve never had another person touch you here, aside from some asshole who groped you against a wall at a party once. Andrew pushed him off of you before you had time to knee the dude in the groin, even without knowing you didn’t consent. Andrew said it was the brotherly thing to do, but you took it as another piece of evidence against him. This time being touched feels very different though, both from that incident and from when you touch yourself. Andrew doesn’t know the angle, the speed or the pressure you like, and you don’t think he’s really trying to figure it out either, but it still makes your body light up everywhere like a long string of fairy lights when he hesitantly drags a knuckle over your clit.

You moan a bit, because you’re pretty sure boys like that and he seems to need the encouragement. Finally his eyes crack open, and the look in them is that of a scared, cornered animal. Still, his pupils are blown wide and it’s not just because of the dimness of the room. You know that he’s not disgusted by you, only by himself for wanting it so much.

“Your breath stinks,” you quip. It seems to break the tension. He frowns, then deliberately breathes on your face. “Ugh! You're so nasty!”

“You are nasty,” Andrew says. “It’s not like your morning breath smells like fairies and roses either.”

“Let’s be nasty together, Andrew,” you purr and push your groin insistently against his hand. He breathes in deeply through his nose.

“You’re a fucking menace,” he says. 

Your world flips as he pushes you over. For a moment you think he finally got enough of you, but Andrew remains hovering over you on his elbows. He’s pulled his hand out of your panties, but his groin rests against yours which is just as promising. You sling your arms over his shoulders. 

“Are you gonna punish me?” It’s probably not a good idea to tease him like this, but you can’t help yourself. “Have I been a bad little sister?”

He burrows his face in your neck, snorting, his shoulders shaking with laughter. “Fucking hell, Ashley,” he says. “Why are you like this? Honestly, you’d deserve it. But not this time.”

You pout. He rolls his eyes. Outside you hear the earliest commuters already hitting the road, pigeons and crows making a goddamn ruckus, and the faint puttering around of the motel staff prepping for breakfast in the kitchen. You spend a few seconds just looking at each other, silent while the world spins on around you. You wish it was a beautiful, sunny day, but the weatherman said it’s going to be gray and overcast.

Maybe that is more fitting for the two of you.

You grow tired of waiting for him. You’ve learnt many times over that if you don’t take things into your own hands, you’ll wait forever. So you lean up, pressing your lips briefly to his. You feel him breathe out through his nose as he melts into it, gently molding your mouths together. This closeness between you is sinful and heavenly. It’s your first real, sloppy tongue kiss, but it doesn’t feel strange at all. Your only regret is that you didn’t get to him before he got so experienced. He touches his tongue to yours, which kinda tickles so you dig your fingers into his side. He breaks the kiss to snicker, then takes your hand in his and presses it into the bed. You try with your other hand and he does the same again, pinning you down, and a swoop goes through your stomach as you realize he’s holding you down properly now, that you couldn’t leave even if you wanted to. You don’t, you never will, but just the thought of him wanting to keep you where you are makes you euphoric.

“C’mon, Andrew. It’s rude to keep a lady waiting,” you say. Just in case there’s some doubt about what you mean, you leverage your feet against the bed and grind into him.

“Ah–! H-have some patience, will you?” 

Despite what he says, he immediately mirrors your movement, and soon you’re downright humping each other.

“Sooo romanic,” you purr and squeeze his hands.

He surprises you by manhandling your arms until he has both your wrists held down over your head by one of his hands. He’s perhaps not the strongest man, but he’s stronger than you are. You squeal in delight. 

“Ohhh, my bad! Kinky!”

He pinches your nose, something he used to do when you were a kid and he got annoyed at you. You snap your teeth after his fingers, though you don’t intend to bite him like you sometimes did back then. He lets go of your nose but keeps his hand over your mouth so you lick his palm. He smears your own spit across your face. Everything the two of you do is always a push-and-pull, and this is no different, whether you’re fighting over a piece of candy or dominance in bed. You’ve noticed that he always goes for girls who are polite and quiet, and while you are neither of those you don’t think the whores he used to date actually satisfied him because if they did he wouldn’t always return to you when you called for him. They were too easy. You are the only one who can go toe-to-toe with him, to give him the challenge that he really wants. 

“I’m getting sweaty,” you complain. “Can we take our clothes off?” It’s not a bad attempt at a sleazy line; you’re genuinely overheating under all your clothes, him, and the bed covers.

He contemplates for a bit before letting go of your hands. Immediately you push him back so you can sit up and toss your shirt somewhere you won’t remember later. The air is cold against your skin. Andrew’s eyes are flickering between you and the rest of the room.

“You can look, you know.” You arch your back a little to make your tits pop. “Nothing you haven’t seen before, right?”

When you were really young you used to shower together. You didn’t stop until your parents forced you to, at which point you were around eight years old. You never understood the issue back then and threw a fit about it, especially after Andrew sided with your parents. After that you never showered together, but it didn’t stop you from being in the bathroom together into your adulthood. Andrew often bee-lined it into the shower as soon as he got home from school, washing the smell of cigarette smoke away before your parents came home from work. You’d sit on the closed toilet while he washed, talking about your day. Similarly, in the mornings he would get ready in the bathroom while you showered. You never hid yourself from him, and while he would politely avert his eyes once puberty hit you, he could never fully escape your body. 

But Andrew has never gotten to properly touch you, until now. He cups your breast in his hand, carefully like you might spook—or like he might spook himself. You lean into it, grinning when he squeezes down.

“You know,” he mumbles, looking at his hands, “there were guys in my grade who would talk about you.”

“About what?”

“Your– Your body, things like that. It made me furious.”

“Bet they thought you were such a protective brother!”

“Mmhm.” He’s getting really into it, kneading your boobs. “I think I already knew, back then, that it was mostly just jealousy. Ugh.”

The self-loathing is clearly returning to him. His hand drops, pulling an edge of the sheets over his lap. You yank it away from him.

“Why do you have to second guess everything, every step of the way?” you ask. “We already knew this was a possibility. You’re not getting any pussy other than mine ever again, so either you embrace it and make us both happy, or you can be a miserable little bitch forever!”

You don’t care either way, you only care about keeping him for yourself.

“What’s stopping me from hooking up with someone else?”

“Me! I am! I’ll fucking kill you if you do, and whatever whore you try your luck with!”

“You’d never kill me,” he says, doubtfully.

“I won’t, because I know you’ll choose me over some random skank. Right? Andrew?”

You bat your eyes. Andrew blinks, then shakes his head, chuckling.

“I guess I have no choice,” he says. He doesn’t sound unhappy. He’s probably relieved that you’re framing it as your decision, not his.

“That’s right! You don’t!” you say. “Now put it in me already!”

You don’t really care about watching him undress, only about getting him in you before he gets another little episode. You’ve got your panties kicked off and your legs spread and ready for him when he’s naked. Like a gentleman, he fluffs up the pillow behind your head.

“Tell me if it hurts,” he says. “It’s your first time, right?”

“What if it’s not? Would you be mad?” 

He squints at you, trying to decipher whether or not you’re a virgin. “Doesn’t matter,” he says, having apparently come to a conclusion, “because it is.”

Andrew folds your leg towards your stomach and guides himself to you, rubbing his cock along the folds of your cunt.

“I thought you’d have learnt to find the hole by now since you’re such a horndog,” you say. 

“Shut the fuck up. I never slept around much! I’m just trying to not make it painful for you.”

“As if hurting me a little was ever a problem for you. Do it!”

“Fine!”

He does it. It doesn’t hurt much. Well, a little. It’s mostly... uncomfortable. No. Strange. You find yourself breathing almost as hard as he is, despite neither of you moving. So this is what having a cock inside you feels like, you think. You kind of wonder why all those girls were gagging for it so much.

“Fuuuuuck,” he groans. His forehead plops down on your chest, where he stays, his body shaking. You dig your fingers into his hair, rubbing softly. Slowly, his trembling subsides, and slowly, he begins to move inside you.

The reminder that you are the only one who can shatter him, and put him back together, is nice. 

“Ohh, yeah, give it to me,” you moan.

“Where you learn to talk like that?” Andrew asks the meat of your boob. “What a dirty mouth.”

“I know what’s on TV past twelve AM ‘cuz of you, you dirty boy.”

He grabs your cheeks and squishes them together harshly. 

“Ohohoh! Spit on me!”

“You’d like that, huh?” He doesn’t spit on you, just leans down and kisses you softly. The fight goes out of you. You cling to him while he rocks slowly in and out. You’re starting to understand the appeal of sex; him and you, skin-to-skin, as close to being a singular entity as your bodies will ever be unless one of you chopped the other up and ate them. It’s too hot, you’re sweating, his breath still stinks and there’s a crease in the sheet that’s digging into your back but you’d not change a single thing about it.

“I’m not gonna last,” he says, panting. “Been a while...”

You cling to him harder. “It’s fine, Andrew, baby. We can do it again later. Again and again and again. You can fuck me any time you like! I’ll be your little slut, the only slut you’ll ever need.”

“Goddammit, Ley...” He wrangles your other leg up as well, and in this new, incredible position he’s reaching so much deeper inside of you. “I know for a fact they did not say that stuff on regular TV.”

“Hahahaha! I just know what you wanna hear! Right, big brother? ”

He pulls out of you faster than you can react, and his jizz splashes on your thigh.

You feel cold and strangely empty. You sit up, unable to avoid the wet spot below you. Andrew looks ready to pass out.

“Why’d you pull out!?” you yell.

“Shh! Be quiet, my fucking god! People are still sleeping!”

“Why’d you pull out?” you hiss.

“Seriously? Are you stupid? Actually, don’t answer that.” 

You hit him with your pillow. He yanks it from you and smacks you right back. 

“Asshole! Be gentle with me! I’m sore...”

“Sorry,” he quickly says. He pulls you into his arms and lays down, your head on his chest. “I don’t have any condoms and I know for a fact that you are not on birth control.”

“So what?”

“If I knock you up the kid is either coming out with twelve fingers or devil horns!”

You laugh so much your stomach hurts. Andrew tries to look annoyed but fails. His hair is matted with sweat and you find the way it clings to his forehead adorable.

“I’d just get an abortion, stupid!”

He taps you on the temple, like trying to ask if anyone’s home.

“Yeah? You think a clinic will give you an abortion just like that when no goddamn hotel will let us in without an ID?”

“You can just buy that stuff at the pharmacy, I think.”

“Abortion hurts, Ashley.”

“Does it? How do you know?”

“Calm down,” he says, pushing you back down against his chest. You hadn’t realized you shot up. “I just know because of sex-ed. Don’t worry.”

“Oh. Well. I’m getting birth control, then!”

“I’ll just buy condoms...”

You’re not happy with that, but you decide that you’ll leave it for now. You like him soft and pliant and gooey, and right now he’s all of those things. The fact that getting to cum has this effect on him is something you will abuse heavily.

“Fine,” you sigh and rub your cheek against his collarbone. He runs his fingers through your hair and it sends pleasant tingles up your back. “By the way, it was rude of you not to get me off too! Have you always been such a terrible lover?”

You say it teasingly. He yanks your hair a bit.

“No! I just– Sorry! I got really overwhelmed... Usually I’d–”

“Aww, that’s so flattering! I forgive you!”

“You wanna...?” he asks, once again blushing. You giggle.

“Not yet,” you say. “I wanna cuddle some more first.”

You only care about keeping him for yourself, and this, you know, is the only way to do so. Because what he wants is you.